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In our house, some days we eat with chopsticks 
and some days we eat with knives and forks. 


For me, it’s natural. 


When my mother met my father, she was a 
Japanese schoolgirl and he was an American sailor. 
His ship was stationed in Yokohama. 

Every day, my father, whose name is John, 
walked in the park with my mother, Aiko. They sat 
ona bench and talked. But my father was afraid to 
invite my mother to dinner. 


If we go toa restaurant, he thought, I'll go 
hungry because I don’t know how to eat with chop- 
sticks. And if I go hungry, I'll act like a bear. Then 
Aiko won't like me. I’d better not ask her to dinner. 

My mother wondered why my father never 
invited her to dinner. Perhaps John is afraid I don’t 
know how to eat with a knife and fork and I'll look 
silly, she thought. Maybe it is best if he doesn’t invite 
me to dinner. 

So they walked and talked and never ate a bowl of 
rice or a piece of bread together. 
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One day, the captain of my father’s ship said, 
“John, in three weeks the ship is leaving Japan.” 

My father was sad. He wanted to marry my mother. 
How can | ask her to marry me? he thought. I don’t 
even know if we like the same food. And if we don’t, 
we'll go hungry. It’s hard to be happy if you’re hungry. 
I'll have to find out what food she likes. And I'll have 
to learn to eat with chopsticks. 

So he went to a Japanese restaurant. 


© 


Everyone sat on cushions around low tables. My 
father bowed to the waiter. “Please, teach me to eat 
with chopsticks.” | 

“Of course,” said the waiter, bowing. 

The waiter brought a bowl of rice and a plate of 
sukiyaki. Sukiyaki is made of small pieces of meat, 
vegetables, and tofu. It smelled good. My father 
wanted to gobble it up. 

The waiter placed two chopsticks between 
my father’s fingers. “Hold the bottom chopstick 
still. Move the top one to pick up the food,” the 
waiter said. 

My father tried, but the meat slipped off his 
chopstick and fell on his lap. 
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The waiter came back with a bowl of soup. How 
can I eat soup with chopsticks? my father thought. 
“Drink,” said the waiter. “Drink from the bowl.” 

“Thank goodness,” my father said. After the soup 
my father felt better. He picked up the chopsticks. 
Finally, my father put one piece of meat in his mouth. 
Delicious! 

“More soup, please,” he said. 

After three bowls of soup my father felt much 
better. Then he practiced some more with his chop- 
sticks. Soon, there was more sukiyaki in his belly than 
on the floor. But it was too late to call my mother. He 
had to run back to his ship. 
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The next morning my father 
called my mother. “Please, will 


_ you eat dinner with me tonight?” 


“Yes!” my mother shouted into 


the phone. First she was happy. 
Then she was afraid. She took 
her schoolbgoks and ran to the 
house of Great Uncle. . 


Great Uncle had visited England. He had seen 
the British Museum. He had eaten dinners with 
Englishmen. 

My mother knocked at the door. Great Uncle FALE. 
opened it. ‘, 
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“Why are you so sad, child?” he asked. 

“Because I must learn to eat with a knife and fork 
by seven o'clock tonight.” 

Great Uncle nodded. “Foreign ways are quite 
strange. Why do you want to eat with a knife 
and fork?” 

My mother blushed. 

“Is it the American sailor?” Great Uncle asked. 
“Isee... Here, take this note to your teacher. At 
lunchtime I will come and take you to a foreign 
restaurant. By seven o’clock tonight you will eat 
with a knife and fork.” 

My mother picked up her school bag and bowed. 

“No,” Great Uncle stuck out his hand. “In the West 
you shake hands.” 
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The restaurant had red carpets and many lights. 
Great Uncle pulled out a chair for my mother. “In the 
West, men help ladies into chairs,” he told her. 

My mother looked at the small fork and the large 
fork on the left. She looked at the knife, little spoon, 
and big spoon on the right. Her head grew dizzy. 

“Different utensils for different foods,” Great 
Uncle said. 

“How strange to dirty so many things,” said my 
mother. “A chopstick is a chopstick. I can eat every- 
thing with two chopsticks.” 


20 


When the waiter brought the soup, Great Uncle 
pointed at the large spoon. “Dip it slowly, bring it to 
your mouth. Sip quietly.” | 

My mother’s hand trembled. The soup spilled onto 
the white cloth. 


“You'll learn,” Great Uncle encouraged her. 


When my mother was finished with the soup, the 
waiter brought her a plate of mashed potatoes, roast 
beef, and peas. 

“This is the way Westerners eat,’ ‘ Great Uncle said. 
“With the knife and fork they cut the meat. Then they 
hold the fork upside down in their left hand. Like 

birds, they build a nest of mashed potatoes. They put 

| the peas in the nest with the knife. Then mey slip the 
nest into oe mouth. Try it.” 


The mashed potatoes were not difficult. But the 
peas rolled all over the plate. “Impossible,” said my 
mother. “I’ll never learn by seven o’clock tonight.” 

“You can learn anything,” Great Uncle said. “Try 
again. More mashed potatoes and peas, please,” he 
said to the waiter. 
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At seven o’clock my father came to see my mother. 

“Why didn’t you wear your kimono?” he asked. 
“We are going to a Japanese restaurant.” 

“A Japanese restaurant? Don’t you think I know 
how to eat Western food?” my mother asked. 

“Of course. Don’t you think I know how to eat 
Japanese food?” 

RONCOUTBeHE 

“Then, tonight we'll eat meat and potatoes. 
Tomorrow night we’ll eat sukiyaki.” 

“Tomorrow night I will wear my kimono,” my 
mother said. She started to bow. Then she stopped 
and put out her hand. My father shook it. 
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My father ordered two plates of mashed potatoes, 
roast beef, and peas. He watched my mother cut the 
meat into pieces. He stared when she turned over her 
fork and made a bird’s nest. He was amazed. 

“You are very clever with a knife and fork,” he said. 

“Thank you,” said my mother. 

“You must teach me,” my father said. “That’s a new 
way of eating peas.” 

“Teach you?” 

“Yes, Americans don’t eat that way.” He slid his 
fork under some peas and put them in his mouth. 

My mother stared at him. “But Great Uncle 
taught me. He lived in England. He knows the 
ways of the West.” 
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My father began to laugh. “He taught you to eat 
like an Englishman. Americans eat differently.” 

“Oh, dear,” my mother said. “A chopstick is a 
chopstick. Everyone uses them in the same way.” 

“Yes. When we are married we’ll eat only with 
chopsticks.” He took her hand. 

“Married! If I marry you I want to eat like 
an American.” 

“T’ll teach you to eat with a knife and fork and you 
teach me to use chopsticks.” 

My mother shook my father’s hand. My father 
bowed. 
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